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" Mr Wiswell," he said, " I've had a letter from Mr. Thompson
about you this morning. Most interesting ; most interesting." His eye
wandered to Buell and passed vacantly on, as if Buell didn't exist.
" Didn't Mr. Thompson mention my friend, Tom Buell ? " I asked.
Eden iumbled in the lace that foamed from his waistcoat, and drew
out a single eyeglass on a cord. He thrust it in his eye and stared at
me. " Mr. Thompson said nothing about a Mr. Buell."
" Well, sir," I said, " he's been my constant companion since early
1775. He was of great service to me in Boston when we'd been driven
from our homes ; and later, on Long Island, he was of material
assistance to me and General Howe."
" You might as well tell Sir William," Buell said, " that General
Howe most generally was too busy to take advantage of what I did
for him."
Eden's face had what I might call a frost-bitten look. His eyeglass
fell from his eye like a chip of ice and vanished amid the folds of
yellow lace.
" It was Buell," I added, " who got Hynson's story from him by
adroit questioning.5'
Buell corrected me. " You mean adroit drinking ! My digestion
ain't what it ought to be, Sir William, and liquor doesn't help it any ;
but if you want to know what a man's up to, you've got to drink with
him, hiccups or no hiccups ! "
" Drinking," Eden said coldly, ** is not exactly a recommendation
for the sort of confidential work on which a government depends for
its plans of action."
Buell stared moodily at the floor.
" Sir," I said to Eden, " we have only one object in view : to do
everything we can for our country. That's why I meant to Mr.
Thompson last night. That's why I brought Buell with me this morn-
ing. For a year and a half, in America, we made every effort to help
put down rebellion. I regret to say most of our efforts were rewarded
with doubts and suspicion. It was Mr. Thompson's suggestion that we
come to you. If we can be of service, we'll be well content. But if
we're to encounter the same suspicion here, I fear we'll be wasting
our tune."
" Yes," Buell said, " and I'd be wasting something that's more
valuable to me than time. I'd be wasting my stomach. That Hynson,
he can hold as much liquor as a British general ! No, sir, if I got to
keep up with Captain Hynson, I want to be sure my efforts are
appreciated."
Eden looked disconcerted. " I seem to have given you the wrong
impression, Mr. Wiswell, You may be quite sure your efforts will be
highly appreciated ; highly. Our best and most dependable men are